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	1. Chapter 1

Chloe looked much the same as she did the day she'd exited the vault. It'd only been a few days ago, but to go that long without being maimed or killed in this shitty wasteland was pretty good, she figured. Her normally soft and curly brown hair was now for the most part one glob of mud and muck, but the rest of her remained unharmed. Unwashed, of course, but that was on the bottom of her list of things to do for the moment.

She'd stayed in Sanctuary, too afraid to venture too far from home and the safety of Codsworth's flamer jets, but she'd scrounged all the food she could from the surrounding houses and supplies were running low. Not to mention how nauseous the river water made her feel when she drank it. Codsworth had mentioned that there was survivors in a nearby town, Concord, a quaint place she'd had a few friends in before the war, but her fear had kept her from going there yet. Today, she decided, was the day to man up and go to Concord.

Chloe woke early, just as the sun was peeking over the horizon and the birds had just began to chirp and call. She was grateful that there was still birds after that bomb had ruined the world so long ago; she'd always liked to listen to their songs and better yet the presence of wildlife bade well for the condition of the human race.

She dragged herself off the cold, hard floor and yanked on her Vault-issue leather boots, not bothering to even try and dust off any of the dirt that'd collected on her clothes overnight.

"Codsworth! I'm leaving!" She called down the decrepit hallway leading to the cheery robot's charging station, and not even a moment later her rusty companion came buzzing toward her, metal hands spinning about.

"Have you finally decided to make your way to Concord, hmm?" He said, an inquisitive tone to his voice.

"Yeah," she sighed warily, "I should be back tonight before it gets dark, so…come looking for me if I don't turn up by then?" she wrung her tiny hands together nervously.

"Oh of course mum! I couldn't just sit idly by and let your potential corpse fester out in the wasteland!"

And with that disconcerting statement, Codsworth floated off to begin his daily ritual of trying to keep the little town tidy while it quite literally collapsed around him. Chloe sighed, she wasn't so sure her old friend was quite all there anymore after so many years alone.

Chloe stood at the doorway of her home and watched him bumble off into one of the other houses before setting off in the direction of town, gripping her nearly perfectly preserved 10mm at her side a bit too tightly.

She hadn't even crossed the little wooden bridge that lead away from Sanctuary before she saw her first atrocity, a man and a dog who had apparently died fighting each other. The disfigured canine had a tire iron protruding from its ribcage and the fellow he'd done battle with was missing the larger portion of his throat. Fat black houseflies swarmed in the hundreds on both of them, and Chloe covered her mouth in shock as she picked up her pace to get past them. She made a mental note to ask Codsworth to dispose of the bodies when she got back home, too.

A bit farther down the road she could see the iconic Red Rocket standing proudly in the air, still a fairly saturated shade of "Rocket Red", the patented color the company had created just for their use. She remembered working part time there before the war, and wondered if her uniform might still be in her old house somewhere. It was ugly but it might be best to have a change of clothes anyway. She also wondered if there would be anything to eat still left on the shelves in the retail side of the building, and made a short detour to look around.

Chloe was focused on a first aid kid on the wall, trying to check for expiration dates on creams and salves she knew for a fact were expired, when a noise behind her nearly made her soul exit the realm of the living and return to the ether from which it came. The girl spun with a loud squeal to face her attacker, leaping on top of a counter covered in various tools as she did so. She met the kind eyes of a large dog instead of a ravenous killer like she'd expected. His tail wagged so hard it shook his whole body and he gave one single bark, saliva dripping from the side of his mouth.

"Oh thank god. Just a dog." Her hand clutched at her chest as she exhaled a sigh of relief and came down from on top of a big red toolbench, thinking to herself that she looked like a stereotypical housewife trying to climb on furniture to get away from a mouse. If not for the circumstances she might have giggled at her own humor.

"Where's your owner? Do you even have an owner?"

The dog barked cheerfully and then ran away.

Chloe furrowed her thick brows and followed after him carefully, gun at the ready, only to be toppled over as he came galloping back with a stick in his mouth. He hadn't expected her to follow him and bowled over the petite woman at full speed, but didn't seem to phased at all as he bounced right back up and dropped his stick on her chest while she lay in the dirt.

She coughed and rolled onto all fours and then stumbled to her feet, allowing the stick to drop to the ground at her feet where the dog picked it up again and stared at her hopefully. The girl grimaced at him and pushed him away to continue looting the place.

He followed her the entire time, tail wagging and stick gripped in his dripping jaws.

He continued following her, too, when she left the gas station with her pack stuffed with anything useful and kept on down the road to Concord. After many nudges in the leg with the stick he'd been so attached to, Chloe finally relented and began tossing it for him as they walked. It felt nice to have someone around in such unfamiliar territory, and especially someone who was so happy to keep her company.

After a short while her canine companion started to get tuckered out, panting hard and looking thirsty. It was a fairly warm day and she figured she could use a drink too, so Chloe sat down on the cracked pavement and retrieved a half empty water bottle from her bag.

"Do you have a name, I wonder?" Chloe cooed to the dog while she sat and rubbed his head, taking turns sipping a bottle of water and pouring it into her hand for him to drink. He licked her on the face, leaving clean streaks in the grime that'd caked up her normally pristine complexion. She smoothed her hands down his neck, looking for a name tag, and buried under thick layers of dark brown fur she actually found a collar. It was a little disappointing to know for sure he had an owner somewhere, but she hoped maybe they would never come looking for him.

There was no nametag, but as she inspected the collar more closely she saw a word had been carved into the thick leather.

Chloe wrinkled her nose, "Dogmeat?"

The dog wriggled in his spot and licked her arms while she had her hands still knitted in his fur.

"That's a really ugly name, huh buddy?" She said, grinning, as she got back to her feet.

He didn't answer, his attention was focused on a cow corpse lying just ahead. There was movement around its half rotten belly and Dogmeat growled quietly. Chloe clenched her jaw nervously and crept forward, pistol in hand.

"Just wait here, boy. I'll-" she tried to whisper at her companion, who bolted off toward the scene snarling madly before she could even finish.

Chloe stood, mouth agape as he leapt on the back of what looked like a giant mosquito and bit hard into the back of its head. Apparently cockroaches weren't the only things the bombs had mutated hideously.

Luckily Dogmeat dispatched it with his first bite before it could even get airborne, but there was one more of the things to deal with and it had already taken flight well out of his reach. Chloe took aim and wasted three shots before finally downing it, her heart beating madly in her chest.

Dogmeat wasn't fazed at all as he padded happily back to her side, prancing in place in the hopes they could continue now. Chloe stared wide eyed at the dead bugs as she stroked his ears and praised him a bit, but then they picked their way around the mosquitos and the stinking cow they'd been feeding on and kept going toward the center of town.


	2. Chapter 2

The sun now hung heavy in the sky and the noontime heat had brought out the flies in force, and the nasty things swarmed over still-warm dead bodies that lay in the street before the Concord town hall. Chloe felt sick to her stomach every time she thought about it, so she tried her best not to. It hadn't been a difficult battle at all, the raiders had been so focused on the man sniping them from the roof they didn't much notice Chloe killing them from behind. Of course they noticed when Dogmeat ripped a few of their throats out, but he was too fast for them to shoot with their drug-numbed reflexes. All in all it only took a few minutes, but it certainly felt like hours. Dogmeat's mouth and chest hair was matted with rapidly drying blood, and even though she felt bad she pushed him away every time he tried to lick her hands.

"Not until I give you a bath, please." She said weakly as he tried once more to push his muzzle into her palm.

They were crouched behind a cinderblock blockade as the man on the balcony above picked off the few raiders that hadn't run away with their comrades yet. Chloe felt like she should try and shoot some more of them as they bolted, but couldn't will herself to do it.

_I'm a murderer!_

"Hey you, down there! Grab that laser musket and get in here. I've got people in here!" a voice called down, breaking her out of her reverie.

Chloe almost instinctually followed his orders, and before the cloud of instinctual fear left her mind, her and Dogmeat were standing just inside the old building with a long, heavy gun in her hands that she wasn't sure she could use. There was a handle on the side that looked like it needed to be cranked up, and when she tried it the green laser within the barrel grew brighter. She let out a quiet 'huh' as she cranked it a second time and the laser grew even stronger, but then after that the handle locked into place and she couldn't move it again.

Voices overhead startled her into cover where she peered over the edge of a desk at the approaching raiders. They were cackling to each other about their latest crimes, waving handmade-looking guns around erratically. The little brunette gently edged the musket over the top of the desk and aimed it at the raider easiest to hit- he was directly above her on a decrepit stairwell and his friend kept guard a few yards away.

"Those guys need to hurry the fuck up with those fuckin' settlers they got cornered up there. I'm fuckin'-" he didn't get to finish his sentence, instead dropping dead to the floor with a smoldering hole in his chest the size of a cannonball. Good thing she'd managed to hit him on the first try, because the musket kicked like a mule and subsequently sent itself flying out of Chloe's hands and her reach.

Chloe's heart jumped into her throat as the dead raider's companion yelled, went into cover and started firing at the desk she was behind. The bullets mostly buried themselves in the wood or just went flying way off target; she was thankful he wasn't a very good gunsmith or else she might have already been dead. Cursing, she did her best to return fire while keeping her hand wrapped firmly around Dogmeat's collar. He was hopping and snarling, eager to get in on the action.

After her enemies were dealt with, she released the dog and crept up the stairs, down a hallway and toward a few more voices. She figured following the raiders meant she'd eventually figure out where the people were hiding in here, so she did just that. It didn't take long at all and she had managed to almost totally detach herself from having to kill the bastards, too. It was them or her after all.

There was two more men standing by a battered door, panting and leaning on their knees to take a rest. Both men cursed to each other about how they just couldn't seem to get past the damn door, and they never saw her coming. This time Chloe allowed Dogmeat to help, and all she needed to do was point at the smaller of the two raiders. He took off like a rocket, running so fast he nearly tripped over his own feet, and latched easily onto the man's face with one smooth leap. The young woman tried to ignore the scene and fired off a few shots at the other man, one bullet burying itself in his knee and knocking him to the floor. He screamed in pain and anger, fumbled for his gun, and was promptly attacked by the big brown dog who'd just finished with his first victim. Chloe blinked back tears, watching Dogmeat remove that man's throat. He probably had a family somewhere, she thought.

She congratulated the dog on a job well done once he finished and came bouncing back to her side, then gingerly stepped past the mangled bodies and tried to forget she ever saw them.

They'd been trying to kick the door in, and judging by the spots with very obvious foot sized holes in it they'd almost succeeded. The room on the other side was dark, only lit by the sickly glow of a computer monitor and nothing else. Chloe crept forward, gun at the ready and Dogmeat at her side.

"Hello?" she called, adrenaline pumping, "You guys okay in there?"

A few agonizing seconds later and the door opened slowly, and the kind face of a black man in a hat similar to the one on the dead man outside peered out at her. He looked around quickly for danger before beckoning her inside.

He hadn't been lying, there was several people in the room with him and they were all in varying states of sick, injured and traumatized. An angry woman was pacing in the corner, looking like she'd kill the next person who looked at her, and a man sat against a computer desk nearby with his head in his hands and sobbed quietly. An old woman sat on the dirty old couch in the room, her face both peaceful and worried at the same time. Her hazy blue eyes told of wisdom and intelligence, even if the rest of her didn't exactly match. That woman watched Chloe intently as she spoke to the two men nearest the door.

"Thanks for the help, stranger. We were sure this was gonna be our last stop."

Chloe smiled proudly, happy to have made a difference.

"I don't mean to be rude, but we still could use a bit more of your help. There's not much time for chatting right now. Before you came along the raiders outside that door were talking about reinforcements coming, and I imagine they'll be here any time. Sturges, tell her the plan." He turned to a musclebound greaser who had been so far silently crouched over tapping on a computer terminal.

Sturges stood, towering over Chloe's five-foot-five frame and gave her a smile. She returned a weary smile.

"There's a crashed vertibird up on the roof, and inside it is a very handy-dandy set of power armor," he seemed proud of his discovery, judging by how he puffed out his already large chest, "All you need to do is get the fusion core out of the generator downstairs, pop that baby in the armor and you'll be able to mow down any old raider without even taking a scratch!"

Chloe smiled, she remembered seeing pictures of her dad in power armor back before everything happened. He'd been a soldier overseas when the world began to collapse on itself and even though he couldn't write home as often toward the end, he did manage to mail over a few photos of him and his squad all decked out in their armor. Her mom had been so proud of him. She wished she could see them one more time.

"Sounds easy enough, but could I leave my dog in here with you guys? I don't want him to get hurt." She asked, adjusting her bag and glancing down at Dogmeat's filthy face. Truthfully it didn't sound easy at all, but she didn't want them to think she was totally worthless.

"By the looks of the blood on him he can probably fend for himself, but he can stay if it'll make you feel better." Said Sturges, and the other man nodded. Chloe sighed happily, even though it was true Dogmeat wasn't helpless by any means, he couldn't exactly fight off a bullet to the face either.

The black man reached out a hand and smiled, "We appreciate the help, and I'd be happy to compensate you once we get out of here. Normally we wouldn't' ask so much of someone your age but we're all tired and pretty beat up, plus you seem capable enough for the job. My name's Preston, and you are?"

Chloe shook his hand and introduced herself, biting back a remark about his comment about her age. The group seemed okay, but she didn't think it was wise to get too snippy with them in any case. Preston was an awful good shot, after all.

"I don't need any money. I couldn't just leave you guys up here without even trying to help. I guess I better go find the fusion core thing though, so I'll be back soon. Dogmeat, stay!" she waggled her finger at the dog firmly and he seemed to understand.

Across the room, the old woman had perked up. "Did you just call him Dogmeat?" she asked, her voice hopeful.

Chloe nodded slowly, realizing with disappointment this must be the dog's real owner. Instead of getting up to go to her dog, the woman grinned a nearly toothless grin and clapped her hands together.

"I'm so glad he's found someone to travel with. I saw that he was going to, but I didn't know it'd be so soon! He'll take good care of you now, I can see that too."

She was confused at the old woman, but nodded at her anyway. Perhaps she was just senile. As Chloe turned to leave, the woman called out after her one more time.

"Be careful, girl. I can see something coming much worse than any raider, and it is angry."


	3. Chapter 3

Chloe stood on the roof of the building, tears in her eyes as she listened to the recording left behind by the original owner of the armor she now wore. He'd been dead for likely close to 200 years by now, but for her the war hadn't happened very long ago at all. It felt eerie standing where a soldier had stood right before giving up hope all those years ago, but she willed herself to move on anyway. There was work to be done.

She tredged clumsily up to the side of the old vertibird where Sturges had told her to look for a minigun, and lo and behold it was right where he said it would be. The power armor's hydraulic joints effortlessly allowed her to rip the gun right off its tripod and wield it as if it were a toy. Feeling supremely powerful, Chloe gave a quiet chuckle and stepped onto the edge of the roof where she could see the raider reinforcements gathering their numbers behind sandbags and cinderblocks, shouting orders to each other and a few of them huffed off of inhalers or injected themselves in the arms with some kind of drug.

In a way she felt bad for them, but she told herself they were supremely bad people with no redeeming qualities, and it made it a bit easier to hail bullets down on them from above.

The minigun, despite being ancient and rusty, did its job very well in that it reduced most of the raiders to little more than ground beef, but Chloe had no time to celebrate as a distant roar seemed to echo from every direction. Her stomach dropped as she watched as what looked like a dinosaur explode from the ground, throwing the carcass of an old car several dozen meters like it didn't weigh a thing. It roared, instantly locking on to her location. Even from all the way across the road it stared her down, nostrils flaring, and then it sprinted at her on all fours even faster than she could have expected.

Without thinking, she laid into the beast with the minigun until she could feel the weapon overheating so badly it was starting to make the insides of her gauntlets uncomfortably warm. Hot black smoke billowed from the barrels of the gun, and emptying hundreds of rounds into the animal didn't seem to bother it. It leapt up onto the side of the building, trying to climb up to her position and presumably eat her. Instead, the entire side of the fragile old structure crumbled under its weight and sent them both tumbling two stories to the hard concrete below.

Chloe couldn't see anything through the rain of rubble falling around her, and even though she thought she'd fallen for ages she realized she was just lying in the pitch black center of a pile of debris. Her armor had saved her, as old and beaten up as it was, and it even had enough life left to start trying to wriggle out from under the heavy detritus.

She could hear a male voice screaming orders and it sounded far away; it made her panic a bit and begin struggling harder to get up in the hopes it wouldn't be more raiders she'd somehow missed with the minigun.

Moments later sunlight began to peek through the inky blackness and she saw many pairs of hands working to uncover her, and now the voice was more obviously that of Preston. Chloe grinned, happy to see friendly faces. Even the angry woman from before was helping, her expression slightly softer than the first time she saw her.

"Hurry! Get her out of there!" Sturges yelled, hauling a larger piece of concrete off her legs. After they'd moved a few more pieces she could move well enough to sit up and help uncover the rest of the bulky armor so she could climb out on her own.

"Are you okay? Don't try to move too much, just get out of that armor so we can check you out." Preston said, worried. Dogmeat punctuated his concern with a loud whine.

She didn't see what the big deal was, it was obvious she was unharmed, but she hit the emergency release on the inside of the right glove and stumbled out into the fresh air. Her legs felt like jelly, not used to having to support her entire weight on their own, but she still stayed standing. A grin spread across her face, her gapped teeth on full display.

"That was so cool!" she chirped, looking around at the group.

They were all standing next to the pile of collapsed building, and underneath it was the dead dinosaur. By some stroke of luck an especially large piece of concrete had fallen directly on its head and killed it. It was even bigger up close, and Chloe knelt down to get a better look.

"What is this thing? Have you guys ever seen one before? Are there a lot of them?" she asked, picking up a stray tooth that'd fallen out of its mouth. It was nearly the size of a banana.

"It's a deathclaw, why? Do they not have them where you're from or something?" Preston's voice betrayed his confusion.

"No, not really. I've only been out for a few days." She slipped the tooth in her pocket as a souvenir and turned to face him.

Realization dawned on the man's face and he looked her up and down, eyes focusing on the dusty Vault suit she wore. "Are you really from a Vault then? I thought you just found that suit somewhere. Wow."

She nodded, "Yeah, I guess it's been a really long time since the bombs dropped, huh? Back in Sanctuary Hills where I live, my robot said it's been like two hundred years. Hard to believe."

The look on the faces of everyone around her switched to shock and horror.

"You mean you've been in a Vault since before the war? How is that even possible? You're just screwing with us aren't you?" The angry woman finally spoke up, her brow furrowed. Chloe shot her a dirty look right back.

"They put us in these pods and froze us. Then, I unfroze a while ago and came out here. The pods were malfunctioning after so long being used, I guess. No one else made it but me." The other woman just rolled her eyes and muttered something that sounded an awful lot like 'bullshit', but Chloe ignored her.

Preston finally spoke up and broke the uncomfortable silence, "Mama Murphy saw in one of her visions a place actually called Sanctuary near here, that's where we were going to go. Did you want to head back with us? We'd like to get there before it gets dark."

Chloe supposed Mama Murphy was the old woman who claimed to have 'seen' her arrival, and glanced quickly at her before finally shaking her head.

"Are there any more towns around here? I don't think I want to live there anymore. There's too many memories in that place," when Preston seemed confused she elaborated a bit, "I lived there before they took us to the Vault and sealed us up. My whole family lived there. You understand, right?"

He nodded, "Yeah, that would be hard. Well, there's Diamond City not far away. It might be your best bet. Let me see that Pip-Boy and I'll mark it on your map. It shouldn't be more than a few hours walk, and you're always welcome to come stay with us if you change your mind." He smiled, tapping away at the screen on her outstretched wrist.

"Thanks, I'll keep that in mind. Wish me luck." Chloe smiled wearily, he handed her her backpack and she whistled at Dogmeat who was all too happy to return to her side.

They then parted ways, Preston and his group on their way to Sanctuary with instructions to tell Codsworth not to worry about her, and Chloe religiously following the map directions on her Pip-Boy to Diamond City.

_I probably look like such a tourist, _she thought, cracking a smile.


End file.
